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. antil now the wintry daylight was be-

HE midnight is

And the Christ-
mas I8 hero:
O nolemn bells,

ring
Through the night hushed and clear;

As angollo hosta brought the tidings of old,

Let now the glad news by thy deep tongues be

O joy to the world,
t sorrow and fear!
The midnight is passed,
And the Christmas is here

The morning has dawned,
And the Christmas Is bere;
Hand clasps brother hand,
Heart to heart draws more near.
fhe Incense of ploes fills the homes of the

land,
In God's house behold now » worshiping
band

Beoauso loog ago

The dear Christ-child was born,
The sunrise to-day

Brings the world Christmas momn.

The evening shades gather,
Still Christmas is here;
Draw closer the curtalns
‘While fires burn clear.
The joy of bestowing transfigures each face,
The heart Is an nltar, o thrice holy place.
0 lany to the world.

i

5 Ly L
The midnight draws bn,
And the Christmas {s here
~Clara Louise Burnham, in Youth's Com-~
panion.

and blustering
Christmas eve,
and as DMra
Catherwood
faced the sting-
ing blast she
half regretted
that she had not
given orders
for her carriage to come for her.

The Orphanage stood upon the out-
skirts of the town, and it wasa long
walk from there to her beautiful home;
and yet she had lingered after the
Christmas treec and the distribution of
the gifts, while the other patronesses
had hurried away to their home
preparations for their own children,

In no hurty to feach her home Inm
truth there was A& guestion upon her
mind which she must decide clearly
for herself before she could give her

- | anawer to another, and for that peas

wson she had chosen to tale this soll-

tary walk,

In sll probabllity that “other" was
even now nwaiting her in her own
drawing room with all a lover's im-

patience.

Harold Whitney had been an Mes.
Catherwood's shadow for many
months, and his attention had pleased
and fiattered hér until she found that
she could no longer keep him at arms'
length,

The decisive question had been upon
her lipa the night before, when the en-
trapce of another visitor had given
her this short und welcomo respite.
But as he tenderly pressed her hand
at parting, he had murmured: “‘To~
morrow at dusk I will come for my an-
swer, for my priceless Christmas gift."

But was lhe the man to help her up-
ward to the broader, nobler life for
which she yearned, and which she
found so hard to remch? Alas, she
knew too well that all her higher as-

iratlons would soon wither in his

eeping; and yet—it was so sweet to
be loved, and she was so alone!

A wilder gust of wind came rushing
down upon lher, and almost took her
off her feet. BShe caught a low-hang-
ing branch to steady herself, and at
that moment she saw a tiny barehead-
ed child, hurrying, stumbling, actually
blowing toward her, & helpless thing
in the power of the boisterous blast.

Mrs. Catherwood put out her arms,
as, frightened and exhausted, the little
one dropped at her very feet. In an in-
stant Mrs. Catherwood was kneeling
over her. Unfastening her costly furs,
she wrapped them around the little
shivering form, and tied a handker-
chief over the wind-tossed curls.

That the child had strayed away and
was lost was as evident as that she
was perishing with cold, and without
an instant's hesitation, Mrs. Cather-
wood lifted her up and hastened upon
her way.

This piercing cold which her warm
furs had before kept from her now
stung her kneenly, and her arms ached
under their unaccustomed burden; but
the words: “One of these little ones”—
“in My nome"—"ye have done it unto
Me"—seemed ringing in her ears, and
awakened a new warm throbbing in
her heart.

She hastily gained the town and
found her way to the nearest chemist's,
where the child was socon revived.
Then, having sent a description of her
to the police, Mra. Catherwood carried
the child away to her home, where she
found her impatient suitor awaiting
her.

“At last!" he exclaimed. Then cateh-
fog sight of a furry bundle in her
arms, he added: “In the name of com-
mon sense, what have you there?"

Mra. Catherwood’s lovely eyves were
very bright, and there was an unusunal
flush upon her cheeks.

*My Christmas gift,"” she said, her

A HELPLESS THING IN THE POWER OF THE BOISTEROUS BLAST.

ginning to grow dim.

Mrs. Catherwood shivered and
wrapped her furs more closely around
her, as she thought of the warmth and
light she had left behind her, with the
musie of happy childish voices.

Mrs. Catherwood was young and
beautifu} and & widow. She had been
an old man's darling, and in return for
her faithful affection and compan-
fonship, her dying husband had en-
riched her with all his wealth.

Iu the second year of her widowhood
she had been persuaded to reenter so-
ciety, and now for two seasons she had
relg: -1 a queen. She was considered
8 woman to be envied, and yet to-
day the hollowness of her life had
come home to her with overwhelming
foree, and she felt herself more deso-
late than even those little waifs whose
happiness in their Christmas festival
she had just been witnessing.

There was a great void in her life,
and she felt the need of some enno-
bling purpose, and of & strong sus-
taining arm to lead her on to better
things than the frivolities which
seemed to hem her in on every nide.

. If anyone had been at hand te tell
her that her life was not at all friv.
olous, as her numerons charities conld
testify, her perfect lips would have

: in scorn and she would have

My chari-

low, clear voice vibrating with emo-
tion. *'A little child; and if she is not
claimed—"

“You will put her in your pet or-
phanage, of course.” ;

“No, 1 should like—to keep her for
my own,"” Mrs. Catherwood said, soft-
ly, with a quick, npward glance.

Bhe saw the wave of annoyance that
overspread his face.

“Mrs. Catherwood — Estelle! You
caunot be serious; a child of common
parentage! BShe will be claimed, of
course; but if she should not be—al-
though I love you—I counld never coun-
tenance such a thing. Youn must
choose between the child and me.”

Her eyes were stili fixed upon him,
serionsly, ponderingly; then she
looked down at the ehild sleeping now
upon her breast. “I am afraid she
will be claimed,” she said, very quiet-
ly, *but in any case, Mr. Whitney, I
have made my choice. Ithank youfor
the honor you have done me, but—
gool night!”

The child soon wakened, and Mrs.
Catherwood, receiving ready sympathy
and help from her kind old companion
friend, fed her wee guest her supper,
and tried to learn her name. But the
little one only laughed and stretched
out her chubby hands to the blaze.
*“Baby,” she said, and “pitty, pitty,”
as the soft coal flame flared bright.
Then Mrs. Catherwood, with gentle
unaccustomed hands, gave her & warm
refreshing bath before the fire. and
had just sung her to sleep and laid her
in her own soft bed, when word was

heart, Mrs. Catherwood left the sleep-
ing little ope in her companion's éare,
and went out, accompanied by her
maid, to buy some little n [
ments &nd toys for her e
treasuia.

Bhe saw no familiar faces among the
throng that crowded the stores that
night. But dainty Mrs. Catherwood
found motual pleasure in mingling for
oncé with this good-natured strug-
gling mass of Hnlinown Christmias
shoppers.

It was late before she reached her
home, and she was hastily opening her
various packages, and beginning to A1
the little stocking—the first child's
stocking she had ever filled—when her

child had been croupy all the evening,
she said, and was now rapidly grow-
lnq_ worse.
he labored breathing and little
flushed face frightened Mra. Cather-
wood, and, late as it was, she sent at
onco for her physlcian. Almost im-
mediately word was brought back to
her that the old doctor had gone away
to spend Christmas, and that Dr. Har-
mon was to fill his place in case of
need. Butas Ur, Harmon lived quite
at the other end of the town, the mes-
senger had returned to know if she
wished him summoned that night.

One look at the suffering child and
Mrs. Catherwood's sharp struggle with
herself was ended with the quick an-
swer: **Yes; ask him to come at once™

And now at midnight she was anx-
lously awaiting the arrival of the man
she most dreaded and disliked.

The young physician who stood so
high in his profession, was the one
who had been too honest and sincere
ever to flatter her. He had resolutely
kept aloof from her, even though she
had once stooped so far aa to try to
win attention from him.

But she had never forgotten the
quiet scorn of the condemnation he
had once uttered in her hearing of the
frivolous lives of society women and
their ill-cor idered charities which so
often did more harm than good.

She had chosen to give a personal
application to his words, and to ignore
him after that whenever they chanced
to meet; but nevertheless his words
had rankled in her, and had sown the
seeds of discontentat her own unsatis-
fying life.

At last he wasat her side. His quick
glance had instantly taken in all the
details of the room; the suffering child,
the beautiful, anxious woman, the lit-
tle east-off garments, the new ones
still unfolded on a chair, the tiny half-
filled stocking, and scattered toys, and
it was not hard for his practised eye
to read the sweet and pathetic story
that they told.

Together they bent above the little
sufferer, and together they worked
over her, fighting for Lur life. It was
a sharp hand-to-hand struggle with
death that night, but in the gray dawn
of Christmas morning their victory was
won, the child’'s labored breathing be-
came easler, and as her pitiful suffer-
ing ceased she had fallen into a quiet,
refreshing sleep.

*All danger is over now," the doctor
sald, and *Thank God!" Mrs, Cather-
wood murmured from her heart

“You don't know how I feel,” she
went on, brokenly. “She only came
to me last night, but it seems as if she
had been sent—a Christmas gift—to be
my very own.”

Dr. Harmon took Mrs. Catherwood's
hand in both his own and seemed to
forget to let it go.

“Let me thank you for the confi-
dence that you have shown in me to-
night," he said. *“l1 misanderstood
you once, and you have judged me
even more harshly than I judged you;
but you are a noble woman, It is
Christmas morning now," he went on,
“and with that large charity you have
shown towards this little child, will
¥yeu not give me the privilege of learn-
ing to know you better, and of over-
coming your dislike to me—if I can?"

And Mrs. Catherwood answered-
“Yes."—Judith Spencer, in N. Y. Ob
server.

THE TRAVELING STOCKING.

How One Boy Hecelved His Share of
Christmas Goodies.
““Say, mister, Santa Claus doesn't
travel on this train?”
**Oh! I really don't know," was the

reply. "“Well, I suppose not.”
‘“That's what mamma said she
s'posed,” with a little sigh. *'But

course he couldn't,” with s half laugh.
“Santa Cluus has too much to do
Christmas eve to be takin® trips.”

“And he doesn’'t travel by rail,”
some one suggested.

“Course he doesn’t!” with enthu-
siasm. ‘‘He goes kitin’ long with his
reindeer, scootin' over the roofs and
down the chimneys—my! But,” with
another sigh, “I don't know how he'll
find me!"

The porter now came to make up
the berths, and mamma led the boy to
another seat. The next man behind,
coming to his berth a short time later,
stopped with a stare of surprise, and
then met with a smile the smile of the
lady across the aisle as she nodded to-
ward the curtains which closed out-
side the boy who had missed a visit
from Santa Claus. Upon the button
of the drapery hung a small stocking.

“A poor place for that sort of thing,
I'm afraid,” said the next behind to
the lady across.

“Pernaps not so bad as one might
think,” was her answer. She had
opened a lunch basket, and just as the
man, after fumbling in his pocket,
dropped a silver dollar in the toe of
the stocking, drew outa box of eandy,
which followed the dollar.

But the gifts did not stop, for the
spirit of the season was fully awak-
ened. Small coins were passed along
from one hand to another and shaken
welldown into the toe by the man next
behind. A woman with a bag of
Christmas gifts for a family of ex-

tant small friends made & selection
rom them and brought her offering.

“Why, the stocking's full,” said the
:!-:e neéxt behind. **But here—this'll

.plnnedlthll.:: e
word passed tre
take & peep &t the traveling stooking.

companion summoned her inalarm. The:

PUNGENT PARAGRAPHS.

—The speaker of thg house—Most
anybody’s wife.—Philadelphin Record.
—An honest man is the noblest work
of God; bt maiy that pass as such are
the produets of the ponal code.«Puclk.
—We cannot tell how soon we shall
have to leave this sarthly spliere. Even
the hours of u clock are numbered.—
Yonkers Gazette,

—*'Is Jinks a poet?™ ‘‘No; just hard
timesj couldn't rajse enough money to
have his haif gus"—Atlanta Constitu-
tion.

—Cats nnd several other animals have
a false eyvelid, which can be drawn over
the eyeball, either to cleanse it or to
protect it from too strong o light.

+ —Over 1,000 yards of linen cloth have
been unrolled from one mummy. The
cloth in texture resembles the eheese-
cloth of the present somewhat; it is
finer in guality.

—llfe—*Do you think blonles have
more admirvers than braneties?' She—
“I'don't know. ‘Why not nsl some of
the girls who have had experience in
both canacities?'—Life.

~=Friend—*If your washerwoman
charges by the piece, it must be rather
expensive.” Young lonsekeeper—"0,
no. She loses so many things that her
bills are never high."—N. Y. Weekly.
="My dear,” sald Mr. Kickles, “you
are, to say the least, very hard to
pleasa.” “0, I don't know about that,"

she replied. I married you, you
know.""—Washington Star.
—“How Is your wife?" “Um, her

head has been troubling Ler a pood
deal this year." “Sick headache? **Not

exactly. She keeps wanting a new hat
every four weeka"—I1 Corriere del
Bagni,

—"*Why do you make somoe of your
dumplings small and the others large,
Frau Huber? “licenuse my husband
has been complaining Intely of having
too little change in his diet."—Unsere
Gesselschaft.

—Too High.—Toem
didn't bow to Mr.
Winslow—*0, a1l flech is grass,” you
know, and 1 thousht that particular
piece of prass needed cutting."—Detroit
Free Press.

—Hecker—"The porter on our ear
took quite a fancy tome. In fact he
aeted ns though he winted tocome anid
live with me”  Docker—"1 suppose
you mean he evineed a desive to share
your quarters.”—Smith, Gray & Co.'s
Monthly.

—Shio—"*It is very nice to go to the
theater, but you never tuke me nlong
when you go.” lHe—"Well, Il take
you with me to-night. There is u play
on the boarnds yon ought to see”
“What is it} **The Taming of the
Shrew. "—Texus Siftings

—Figr—"hlut do you really think
that fruit Is healthfnl?”® Fogg—"Of
eourse it is. Look at the police officers
who have fruit-peddlers’ stands on their
beats.  Aren't they as healthy-looking
a set of men as you’ll find anywhere?
—Baston Transeript.

—“No," mnspd Mr. Denediet, as he
sat down to do sorne repairing on his
clothes—**no, marriage Is not a failure.
When I was single it was anawful tas)
to thread a needle. Now I have a wife
and she thrawds it forme.”"—N. Y. Pross.

—Lxemplary DPationee—Ile (at the
teysting-placel—=What 2 time you have
kept mo waiting!” She—*Quite the
contrury: it is only six, and I did not
intend to be here bofore seven.”  llo—
“dust so; but you hove mistaken the
day: I have been waiting here sines
yvesterday!"—Homoristische Blattor.

—Llound to be Miserable.—"1t's a
great thing,” exelaimed the philan.
thropist, *a great thing.” *“What's a
great thing?” askead the man who al-

De Witt—"Yon
Wryekoll." Kitty

ways kicks, *This reduetion of the
price of bread.” “Yes," was the dis-
contented rejoinder, “that's what 've
! tdozen men sny, They don't
that iU's rolng to make the

1 more out of
proportion than ever."—\Washingtor

Star.
THE TRANSATLANTIC MAILS,

Noodless Expense Imposod by
tionnl T"ostal Laws

A letter, however
blotted. from a mother in Galway, is
certainly a lusury when delivered in
New York: but as a man ean have only
one mother, no Amoerican interest is lu-
Jured by its arrival. And how many
millions of Amevican citizens have rel-
atives in Europe, not only in the Em.
erald Isle, but in erowded English
towns, on bleak Scottish braes, Ly the
“castled erags™ of the Rhine, along the
stormy fiords of Norway, on snow-
mantled Russian steppes, high up the
sides of Swiss pnd Huoogarian monn-
tains—all of whom welcome o letter
from America as Noah weleomed the
dove that bprought an olive leaf to the
Ark. “Thought is free.,” Nevertheless,
corresponidence with foreizn conntries
is subject to direct and needless taxa-
tion by the United States government,
in common with all the governments
which haveadhered tothe postal nnion.

Asis well known, the postage on a
letter weighing one ounee, sent 8,500
miles from New York to Vaneouver, a
forcign town, is 2 ¢ents; while the
charge for sending a letter of ha!f that
weight .31 miles to another fopreirn
town, Liverpool, is 5 cents. What is
the reason for this difference? 1t can.
not be the cost of convevance, for rail-
way freightame Is higher than sca
freightage. It cannot ba that the let.
ters sent to Europe prejudice American
interests in any way. 1t caunot be the
favorite (thongh, as will presently be
seen, unsound,) argument of a British
postmaster general. that the 5 eents
have to cover not only the cost of put-
ting one outroing letter on board ship,
but of delivering free a return letter,
tho postage on which has been received
by a foreign government. For the
postage to Canuda (and 1 believe to
Mexico) is but 2 ¢onts, thovgh letters
coming from the Dominion (or Mexico)
are equally delivered withontcharge.

The real reason is that the majority
of the postal ‘vnion consists of poor,
greedy states, which are not advanced
enough to recognize the wisdom of fa-
cilitating international correspondence,
wnd have therefore iixed the eommon
uunion tariff as high as possible. It is
intolerable that Lthe volece of a mighty
continent should count for mso more
tLon that of Servia or Siam. Yet at
the last postal union eonference the
American to establish & com:
mon international stamp was rejected
chiefly by the voles of iguificant re-
actionary states, with small interests
ot stalke.—J, Henniker Heaton, M. P,
in North American Review,

'roof Positive.

Interna-

seientist. "'l huve one thing
hrbioh the Chinese did not snticipate
‘ -

Mu’.._c u‘w it by the
<an N
way Liay wear their m“.- +Wasbing
5 e it

“Ha! ha!” shouted the enthosiastie.

~—In view of the application of the
trolley to canal traffic, it is interesting
to recall what improvements were st
tempted on passenger transporistion
on American canals before railways
seized this part of the business. BSeth
€. Jones, of Syracuse, built aboutsixty
years ago an improved canal packet,
designed to run from Syracuse to Buf-
falo, a distance of ninety-five miles, be-
tween breakfast nnd supper. The boat
was drawn by horses, and on her trial
trip, with forty or fifty passengers, she
made nearly twelve miles an hour. It
was asserted that going at this speed
she created smaller waves and did less
damage to the bariis than other boats
going ut ordinary canal speéd.

@5.00 to California
Is price of doubls bettlt in Tourist Bleeping
Car from Kansas City ou the famous
SPhillips-Rock Islind Tourist Excursione® |
Through cars on fust trains leave Kuansas
City Wednesdays via Ft. Worth and El |
Puso, and Fridays via Scenic Route, Write
for particulars to  G. 1), Bacox, G. A P.
D., 108 N, 4th Bt., Bt. Louis, Mo.

Jous Husasmiax, G, P, A, Chicago,

PrasANT (to chemist) —4'Got auy codliver
ofl' Chemist--*‘Certainly." Pensant—"Is
it fresh!® Cliemist-*Come, now, do you
suppose we are in the habit of killing a |
whale every time a vountry yokel wants to
buy two pann'orth of codliver oil!"—Meg: |
goendorfers Blatter,

A Child Enjoys |
The pleasant flavor, gentle action and sooth-
effect of Hyrup of Figs, when In need of
a laxative. and {f the futher or motlicr be
costive or bilious, the most gratifying re-
sults follow its use; so that it Is the best
family remedy koown and every fumlly |
should have sbottle.

: ———

CorRTENAY—"Whon you proposed to Miss
Dexter did you grt down an your knees{"
Buarvlay—"No, 1 couldn't; she was sitting
on them, " —Truth,

——————— |

Duropsy is a dread disease, Lut it hns lost
its terrors to those who know that H. H.
Green & Sons, the Dropsy Specialists of
Atlanta, Ceorzin, treat it with such great
suocess.  Write them for pamphlet giving
full information,

A paPER that s always full of eccd points
—& paper of uecdles,

e
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DO YOU EXFPECT
% To Become a Mother?
A If =0, then permit us to
say that Dr. Pierce's

Favorite Prescrip.
tion is indeed,

a trie
4 * Mother's Friend,”
}: FOR IT MAKES

Ay | . .3’
. @%{:Chndbmh Easy
S G
L uih_\' preparing the

. .. Systeém for parturi-
tion, thus assisting Nature and shortening
“Labor,”” The painful ordenl of childbinth
is robbed of its terrors, and the dangors
thereof greatly lessened, to both motherand
child. The period of confinement is also
greatly shortened, the mother strengthiened
and built up, and an abundant secretion of
nourishment for the child promoted.

Send 10 cents foralarge Book (163 pages),
giving all particulars,  Address, WokLD'S
DispENSARY AEDICAL ASSOCIATION, 663
Main St., Buifalo, N. Y

PAINLESS CHILDBIRTH.

Mrs. Frep HUNT, of Glenville, NV,
says: ‘I read about Dr. Picrce's Fa-
vorite Prescription being so good for a wo-
man with child, so I
got two bottles last
Septemuber, and De
cember 13th I had a
twelve pound baby
girl. '\Ehcu I was
confined 7 was not
sick in any way. I
did mot suffer any
pain, and when the
child was born I walk.
ed into another room
and went to bed.
keep your Extract of
Smart-Weed on hand
all the time, It was
ve cold weather e
and onr room was Mrs, Hrxr,
very cold but 1 did not take any cold, and
never had any alter-pain or any other pain.
It was all due to God and Dr.” Pierce's Fa-
vorite Prescription and Compound Extract
of Smart-Weed. This is the eighth living
child and the largest of them all. 1 suf.
fered everything that flesh could suffer with |
the other babies. 1 always had a doctor |
and then he could not help me very much,
but this time my mother and my busband
were alone with me. Aly baby was only
seven dave old when I got up and dressed

i Sand they lave nll been stolen.

and left my room and stayed up all day.”

N all receipts for cooking

requiring a leavening agent
the ROYAL BAKING
POWDER, because it is an
absolutely pure cream of tartar
powder and of 33 per cent.
greater leavening strength than
other powders, will give the
It will make the
food lighter, sweeter, of finer

best results.

flavor and more wholesome.

ROYAL BAKING POWDER CO., 106 WALL 8T,, NEW-YORK.

“Goop afternoon, Mrs, Northside.'” i-n;dT Two MEVAGERIES recently arrived in
the caller, rising to his fect ns the mistress | Bologon, one of which was under the man-
of the house entered the parlor. “Oh, Mr. | agement of Signor B., and the other under
Birmingham," replied the ludy, “shy didn's | that of his wife, traveling respectively on
you sendup yvour name! Then a | thelr own account. Here they decided to
gentleman asiied to see me, und is | join thelr forces, and the fact was an-
only you!" — Pittsburgh Chiyoule cle- | nounced on the bills as follows: “Owing 1o
graph. thie arrival of my wife, my collection of liv-
- === ing animals is considerably augmented. —
Doulile the Quantity, Kame Price. | B."—Conversazivne.

Such 15 the highly importunt change muade |

by the proprietors of that stundard remedy,
Ferry Davis' Pualn-Killer, for internul and
exlernal use, This will be very uceeptible
to the public, and will doubtless result in a
largely inereased dewmand for this justly |
popular prepuration.
cures SCROFULA,
2
BLOOD POISON.
I cax recommoend Plso's Cure for Cone
sumption to sufferers from Asthma—E. D,
Towxsesn, Ft. Howard, Wis., May 4. ‘&4,
S |
y-l.n';runuf Bhyflats (gruffivi—"What are
04 doing in the vestibule at this time of |
pight! Are vou one of the tey | CU RES GAN cER|
ECZEMA, TETTER.
Crne vour eough with Hale's Honey of |
Horelirnind and Tar =
Pike's Toothache Drops Cure inone minute.
Heaves and earth fight in voln agulost &
dunce.—Schiller. ‘
ST. JACOEBS OXl. %

De Witt—Na, I'm not! So
-y ONLY A
oREs PAIN
CURES

elvil or 'l break your heud.”
OF PAINS

ST set four ples out an the window sill to
cool,” sail Mrs. Hunker to Ler hushand.
Then we
must number them among the lost tarts,”
was the philosophical reply.

—

TO MAKE YOU
WELL ACAIN
RHEUMATIC, NEURALOIC, LUMBAGIC AND SCIATIC.

T
) BeonGuard
" “ against imitations of Pearline.
Y (=] When they are not dangerous,
L®
\ ; they are worthless. They
\ are usually both. Peariine

does what nothing
else can. It saves
labor in washing, and
insures safety to what

is washed: Itis cheap,

thorough and reliable. No-
thing else will ““do as well ;" it is
just as well to have nothing else.

(] . ﬂ
Peddlers and some unscrupulousgrocers will
o '\V"a re tell you ** this isas good as " or ** the same
as Pezrine.” IT'S FALSE—Pearline is

never peddled, and if your grocer sends you something in place of Pearline,
do the honest thing—send'if dack, 2 JAMES PYLE, New York.

THE TUB THAT STANDS
ONITS OWN BOTTOM

SOLD EVERYWHERE

"' THENX FAIRRARE GOMPANY. SrLours

Are You Fortified?

‘When you are in a low state of health, and on the verge of
illness, there is no nourishment in the world like

Scott’s Emulsion

Lucgs, Qonsumption, s, Anmmia,

Loss of Flesh, Thin Babies, Weak Oildren, and
all conditions of Wasting.

Buy only the geruing! Itbes

mark on salmom~colored wrapper, .

- “‘From Monkey
NEme L. *
g S o e, AL TR Set papat oeh

“THE STORY OF CHICAGO."

b T T e Wkaialiples

periods (rouw 100 i
A R Y
price

Sorofuls,

our trade-




